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He plays his tune and sings 
About all sorts of jolly things. 
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General Mission Board 

Church of the Brethren 

22 South State Street 
Blgin, Illinois 


JUNIOR CLOSING PROGRAM 


Note: Material to be used in finishing the study of Africa, 1937. 
THEME: Sharing the Jesus Way 
HYMN: In Christ There Is No East or West. 


CALL TO WORSHIP: "Let the people praise Thee, 0 God, 
ey Let all the people praise Thee, 
O let the nations be glad and sing for joy; 
For Thou shalt judge the people righteously, 
And govern the nations upon earth." 


SCRIPTURE LESSON: Psalms 96 
Matthew 28:18-20 


PRAYER: Our loving Heavenly Father, we want to help make Thee knownin all the coun- 
tries of the earth. We want to help Thee in thy big task of making this world a 
better place, because we are trying to learn to be followers of Jesus. Help us 
to learn all about the people of Africa so that we can be friends of theirs. We 
want them to know that Thou art the Heavenly Father of us all. Help us to show 
them by our love and our friendlinss and our gifts. We thank thee for all those 
things which we can share with other people, even far across the sea in the coun- 
try of Africa. For Jesus’ sake. Amen. 


HYMN: We've a Story to Tell to the Netions. 


THOUGHTS: Into Africa went the Christ twenty centuries ago, when his own folk 
sought to slay him. 
Out of Africa came the Christ, sheltered and safe, to live his mission 
and die his death, that the world might be saved, 
Into Africa may He go again, proclaimed by eager and impelling disciples. 
Out of Africa--may Christ come, with a continent following after. 
--Hmory Ross. 


CONCERNING OUR PROJECT : 
Visiting in Buraland Villages 
On the first page of the leaflet,"Visiting in Buraland Village" is the 
picture of a paper village made by a primary class in Sunday School. The huts 
are made from round boxes. In your group you may enjoy making such an "African 
village." 





Souvenirs 
When Mr. and Mrs. Wm. Beahm and daughter Harriett Ann came home on furlough 
from Africa in April, they brought a box filled with the Souvenirs for our Junior 
missionary groups. 


Every class or group that sends in an offering of money or a gift of hand- 
work for the boys and girls of Africa will receive one of these Souvenirs. 
Every class will be happy to get this token from Africa. It is a book-mark 
ebout five inches long and one inch wide. It is brown in color and has very 
pretty mottled markings on one side. "What is it?" you ask. 


Wm. Beahm says this book-mark is made from the skin of a very big snake. 


a 


The snake however is not poisonous nor dangerous. It has a queer way of rolling 
itself into a round circle, hiding both its head and its tail, whenever it takes 


a nap. 
Your Offering 


Your group will want to have one of these Souvenirs from Africa. And it 
will be a pleasure to you to work and earn money to send to the General Mission 
Board marked for your Junior Project. This money will be sent on to Africa 
where it will help to keep the African boys and girls in our Christian schools. 
Last year the Juniors gave $2,247.95 for the Juniors in India. The Juniors all 
over the Brotherhood will want to do as well, or better this year, for Africa. 


MAP: How Big Is Africa? 

Do you realize that every eighth person in the world lives in Africa? That 
its population doubles every twenty years, the whites every eighty? That near- 
ly a quarter of all the land is within Africa? That it is as far around the 
coast of Africa as it is around the world? That within Africa's area could be 
placed the United States, the British Isles, Germany, France, Norway, Sweden, 
Italy, Aregentine, China, India, fifty Belgiums, and half-a-dozen Spains?-- 





POEMS: it's Africa 

Have you heard of a land where the sun always shines, 
Where the birds never cease from their singing? 

Where the monkeys and baboons play hide-and-go-seek 
With the fruits which man's labor is bringing? 

Where the elephant wags his short brush of a tail 
And snaps off a tree for his funning? 

And where man and beast live outdoors all the year, 
Where both man and beast live by hunting? 


ah eee 


It's Africa (continued) 


Have you heard of a land where the streams wash up gold, 
Where the mountains are built up of copper, 
The land that supplies us the nicest of gems 
That any young man has to offer? 
'Tis a land that produces the radium ore, 
Uranium, tin, iron and cobalt; 
Not to mention the ruby, the amethyst, pearls 
And feathers that outdo the peacock. 


Have you heard of a land where the lion is king 
As he stalks on the high plateau grass-veld? 
Where the spots of the leopard match shadows and lights 
Which splotch the dense jungle and bush-veld? 
Where the boa constrictor unwinds his long tail 
and glides forth to forage for breakfast 
While ole Brer Rabbit lics low in his lair 
In hiding till danger is all past. 


Have you heard of a land where the natives are dressed 
In the costume adopted in Eden? 

Though now they're preferring all styles of the west, 
High collar, straw hat and pantaloon. 

Have you heard of a land with its pickanins’ brown 
Who gambol today like the springbok? 

But unlike the deer that swarm marshes and plains, 
Tomorrow they'll be in the world's work. 


It's a land high and wide that could swallow your own 
With never the least indigestion, 
And could swallow all Europe and China besides 
With their millions there without question. 
It's a marvelous land with its fabulous wealth 
A land breaking from its old mooring; 
From the ages-o]d Sphinx to the shiny-gold Rand, 
From the Cairo to Cape, it's alluring. 
KK Kk Ok Ok Ok --Mrs. John M. Springer 


Camp Fires In The Congo 


How jolly to camp in the great Congo Forest 
Where wood is a-plenty for fuel and light; 
The tent near an anthill, great trees tow'ring o'er it, 
Down through which the stars glean like gems, in the night. 
The men put down loads from their weary, worn shoulders 
And call to the Kraal folk to sell us some meal, 
Potatoes and peanuts, dried mushrooms or pumpkins, 
Green leaves or dried fish or whatever they feel. 


These dusky, brown natives, 
These scanty-clad natives, 
These shrewd treding natives 
In this land ofleal. 


ASP ae 
Camp Fires in the Congo (continued) 


Now up from the stream bring the cold, crystal water, 
While in front of the tent pile the camp-fire logs high; 
Bring grass for our beds and three stones for the pot-fire, 
And call to the women to’bring the food nigh, 
The chief brings a& present, some meal and a chicken- 
The white man receives it with dignity grave, 
Returning a present of salt and a loin cloth, 
As a pledge of good will and that both will behave, 
This dusky, brown native; 
This blanket=clad native, 
This politic native 
A Chieftain and Braves 


Now come round our camp fire, ye sons of the forest, 
And list while we tell you how God loves you ail: 
How He sent His own Son to show how He loved men, 
Who died to redeem him who was but a thrall, 
And while we are telling the beautiful story - 
How God is our Father in Heaven, so dear, 
Just watch you the eyes of the brown pickaninnies 
Who listen with wonder that Story to hear, 
These bright pickaninniés, 
These cute pickaninnies, 
These keen pickaninnies 
Whom Jesus holds dear, 


How jolly to camp’in the gréat Congo Forest, 
Where elephants, leopards, and lions have strolled 
Within the dark shadows all around our cemp ground, 
Yet safe sleep the men 'twixt the fires manifold. 
Methinks there's a band of Godts angels to guard us 
As soundly we sleep in our wild forest world, 
While the natives stir up thé coals of their hut-fires 
As along toward the morning, thé night waxes cold. 
These waking brown natives, 
These long-waiting netives, 
These hearte-hungry netives 
Who belong to Christ's fold, 


--Helen Springer 
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Do you hear the votccs calling, 

Out there in the black of night? - 

Do you hear the sobs of the women, 

Who are barred from the blessed light? 
And the children--the little children-- 
Do you hear their pitiful cry? 

O sisters, we must seek then, 

Or there in the dark they die! 


--Adapted from John Oxenham, 


SONGS: 


i 


Tune, "Praise Him, Praise Him, All Ye Little Children, 
God is Love, God is Love." 


Bura, 

de HG rd 
Hyel hir' 
Hyel hirt 
Hu ni, Hu 
Hyel hir? 
Hyel hir' 


ee Nu ni, nu 
Hyel hir! 
Nu ni, Nu 
Hyel hir' 


(This song is sung here by the children with 
motions, Each verse follows the motions as 
described in the first verse.) 


ni, mji shang akwa duniya, (Clap hands to rhythm) 
nga (with right hand points to the others) 

ra’ (with right hand points to self) 

ni, mji shang akwa duniya, (clap hands) 

nga (points to others) 

ra. (points to self) 


ni, mji shang akwa duniya, 
nga, Hyel hir' ra; 
ni, mji shang akwa duniya, 
nga, Hyel hirt ra, 


5. Ka mbru hir! ni, mji shang akwa duniya, 


Hyel hir' 


nga, Hyel hirtra; 


Ka mbru hirt ni mji shang akwa duniya, 


Hyel hir' 


nga, Hyel hir’ ra, 


Literal Translation, 
1. Praise him, praise him, all the people in the world, 


God loves 


you, God loves me; 


Praise him, praise him, all the people in the world, 


God loves 


you, God loves me, 


2¢ Follow him, follow him, all the people in the world, 


God loves 


you, God lovés me; 


Follow him, follow him, all the people in the world, 


God loves 


you God loves me. 


5. Let us love him, all the people in the world, 


God loves 


you, God loves me; 


Let us love him, all the people in the world, 


God loves 


Tune, 


you, God loves me, 
FI A IO KOK KK 


"Jesus loves the little children, 

All the children of the world; 

Black or brown or yellow, white 

They are precious in his sight. 

Jesus loves the little children of the world." 


Bura, 


Yesu hira_shang madankyar, 
Shang na akwa dun'ya ni; 
Mungil, mwapu walt mamza, 
Yesu hira shanga da, 


Yesu hir' 


madankyar shang akwa dun'ya. 


Literal Translation, 
Jesus loves all the children, 
All who are in this world; 
Black, white or red, 
sJeasia Invweae tham al 


STORIES: 


MAMA, the Boy Who Wants to Learn 
H. Stover Kulp 


Once upon a time, in the village of Chikwakur, in the eastern part of North- 
ern Nigeria, a little bright-eyed Babur boy was listening with rapt attention to 
a story told by the mam who had come back from the weekly market at Biu. Biu is 
the town of the paramount chief and traders come from far and near with their 
goods, These men had heard that the Hausa traders had reported that at Jos and 
other towns to the west the white man had iron (galvanized) houses, in which they 
sold all kinds of wonderful cloth and other things attractive to the eye and dear 
to the heart of the black man, They also said that if one knew the Hausa lsn- 
guage, one could travel everywhere and be understood, even by the white man, 

Did not their own white judge (government official) at Biu speak the Hausa langu- 
age fluently? 


The next day, when this nine-year-old Mama -- for that was the boy's name-= 
was hoeing the corn and the cotton in his om little cotton field, he made up his 
mind to learn all of the Hausa language that he could. Quite often now the Hausa 
traders came to Chikwakur, for since the white man had stopped the intertribal 
fighting the traders were coming more and more frequently, Every native of Nor- 
thern Nigeria seems to be born with the trading instinct, and this boy wanted to 
see these wonderful white traders with their wonderful goods, 


A few more years passed, and Mama used every opportunity to learn the langu- 
age which he would need when he made his journey out into the marvelous world, 
Then his mother, Yapana, died, This was the last strong tie that bound him to 
his home town. He had never known his father, Yamta, for he was still a baby 
carried on his mother's back when his father died, 


About three and one-half years ago, in company with some others, he set out 
for Maiduguri, the capital of Bornu Province, about seventy-five miles away. He 
took but one shilling (twenty-five cents) owt of the two dollars he had saved. 

He also left behind with his brother four goats and a chicken, These possessions 
show his enterprising nature. 


The party arrived at Maiduguri when the Moslem month for fasting was about 
over, He had difficulty in finding work, but finally was employed to watch the 
donkeys of one of the native traders, When the fast month was over he fell in 
with a boy of his own tribe, who was working for a white government official, 
This official was about to start for Kano, the largest trading center for white 
and black men in Northern Nigeria, Mama attached himself to the party of labore 
ers and carriers and earned a penny or two a day by helping the white man's cook 
wash dishes and by doing other odd jobs around the kitchen, 


You can imagine his anticipation as they approached Kano, Some of the men 
had told him about the train and other wonders that he would see, As they were 
nearing Kano he saw a wagon for the first time, and he asked if this was the 
railroad train. When he saw the train he said that he was not frightened great- 
ly, because he had been told that the train could rum only on the two shining 
iron tracks laid down for it, Every day for weeks he was seeing something new 
and strange and wonderful. 


' But he had not been at Kano very long before he found himself without a 
job, for the government official wmt home on a furlough. He was many months 
without regular work, He was willing to do anything, and so was able to pick 
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up a few pennies now and then and this was enough to enable him to buy food. 
Whenever he worked he put his whole heart to the task and learned it thoroughly, 
so that there is not much work about the house or kitchen that he does not know 
how to do. 


Finally in the spring he secured a job as chore~boy with a lawyer, Mr. Gosh- 
ny, who had come to Nigeria for a period of a year’or so, Fortunately Mr. Goshny 
took a personal interest in his black servant boys, and his keen mind saw in 
Mama something worth while, One day the house-boy got drunk and fought with the 
cook, The lawyer discharged them both, keeping only Mama, After this the lawyer 
took most of his meals with another white man, so that Mama was able to supply 
his needs, As Mr. Goshny was remaining in Nigeria for a short time only he did 
not care to learn the Hausa language. He began teaching Mama English, so that 
they might better understand each other. Mama was keen to learn,’ His master ex= 
plained to him the great advantage to be gained from an education, and thus was 
created in the hart of Mama a great desire to learn to read and write, 


Later Mama came to Jos with his master, and it was here that we first met 
him, We had arrived at Jos when Mr, Helser was convalescing, I was looking out 
for some Babur or Bura boys who might help me with the language, Mama, hearing 
that we'were from his country, came around to salute us, For several weeks each 
morning, after his own work was finished, we would have a class together. He 
would give me a lesson in Bura and in turn I would teach him from the English 
Primer, 


Thelawyer's term of service was about up. He was anxious that Mama get back 
to his own people safely and he hoped that he might continue his education. So 
it happened that when Mr. Goshny went to England, Mama came to us at Garkida. He 
could command a good wage as a servant in any of the white settlements. But he 
has given this up for the present, that his future might be the greater, He had 
been getting about five dollars a month in Jos, but he gave that up to work for 
a missionary family for half that amount, With that he bought his own food and 
clothing and paid forty cents a month for tuition in school. 


I am sure that you will agree with me that his character is remarkable 
for a boy of fourteen who has “knocked about the world" as he has done for the 
last three years, Here is what Mr. Goshny wrote in his testimonial: 


"I have found him very intelligent, exceedingly clean, willing, and except- 
ionally honest." 


Of how many boys in America, who have had similar experiences, would one 
write as much? Don't you think it worth while to give such boys an education--a 
Christian education? For such boys as he the schools at Garkida, Lassa, and 
Marema have carried on, Pray that as Mama comes to a knowledge of Christ he may 
give his heart to him, so that his life and talents may be used in his service. 


- A 
TIZHI 


Iam Tizhi. I do not know my age as we never count our birthdays as you 
white people do, But what I can remember about my life and people I want to tell 
youe 


My paternal grandfather was Tizhi. I never saw him as he died when my 
father Timba was small, My maternal grandfather was Zangara and he was a big 
chief, He also died five years ago when I was in the Lassa Hospital, He was a 
leper, My mother, Kwadda, her sister, and one brother all contracted the dis- 
ease from him, I have two brothers and one half brother and one half sister. I 
am the oldest. The next brother is Timba and he has leprosy and has been at the 
Garkida Leper Colony for five years, He has had to have his left hand taken off 
because it was very badly burned after he became a leper and could not feel any-= 
thing, My next brother is Zira. There were two others also that died. 


My mother was very very unhappy because she should have only boys and no 
girls to take her name, (Here girls take their mother's names and the boy's the 
father's name.) So she ran away and married another man, She left us boys with 
father. But he died shortly afterwards and went to live with ler. 


When mother ran away our trouble started and we still have it. Soon after 
we went to mother my brother, Timba, developed leprosy. They took him to the 
Garkida Leper Colony. I had the misfortune to pierce my leg with a piece of 
wood and the wound grew to a very bad ulcer almost at once. My ulcer was so 
bad that I could not walk for two years. Everyone said I was going to die. But 
my leprous uncle’begged mother to let him take me to the Lassa hospital. She was 
very much afraid, but since she was sure I would die anyway, she finally con- 
sented. She even went so far as to say she did not. want me if I got well. She 
said I was to stay with the doctor. 


That was in November, 1932 by the white man's calendar, By the next July I 
was well and one day when my mother came to see me she begged me to go back home 
with her, I wanted very much to stay at the Colony and go to school, but I also 
wanted to please her. I went with her to help her do the farming. 


My second brother was living with one of mother's brothers. During the 
last year he had developed leprosy too. He-and I were both very anxious that he 
should be treated for leprosy but my uncle would not let him go, as he had no one 
else to herd his sheep and goats. 


Four years later, in August of 1936, when I was cutting early corn some 
thorns scratched my leg on the scar where my terrible ulcer had been several years 
ago and a new sore developed, I hoped it would soon heal but it only got worse, 
By October I would wait no longer so I begged my friend to carry me again to the 
Lassa Hospital, Now by the first of March it is much better and I am up: and about 
helping the doctor with light chores. This helps to pay for my food and clothing, 
I hope very much to be entirely well by next fall so I can re-enter school again 
after five years. 


$ 


And now all I want to say further is "May God bless all you white people who 
have helped me and all my family when we have had so much sickness and trouble," 


A TRUE STORY, told to and translated by 
Marguerite Burke, Lassa Africa 
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WAITING NATIONS 


Iwo African chiefs once came to James Chalmers, asking for teachers, but to 


his grief the missionary had none to send, Two years later, they came again, and “*~ 


this time he was able to go with them himself, 


After many days' journey they arrived on a Sunday morning and found the whole 
nation on their knees in silence. The missionary asked, "What are you all doing?" 


"We are praying." 
"But why are you saying nothing?" 


They replied sadly, "We don't know what to say. For two years past, ever 
Since we heard of the white man's God, we have gathered together every Sunday and 
knelt in prayer for four hours; but we could Say nothing because no one came to 
teach us." Selected, 


MARCHING ANTS 


An incident in the life of a missionary to Africa: "One day I was out walk- 
ing with a group of children and we came to a long trail of marching ants, the 
Soldier ants. There they were with the soldiers or guards on their hind feet, 
protecting the colum of marching workmen, These ants march for two or three days 
sometimes, a continuous strean, millions of them going by. Oné¢e you have had a 
bite from the soldier or driver ant, as he is sometimes called, you will never 
forget its; it is like a slight electrical shock, it is so intense, 


"The children and I were watching these ants as they filed by. I reached 
down and picked up one and placed it on the end of my thumb where the skin is the 
thickest. The children Screamed, ‘Oh, Mama, don't let him do that. He will hurt 
you.' I replied, 'I want to see what he will do.! He closed his horizontal 
pincers, which ware barbed, upon my thumb. He cut clear through, leaving a wound 
like a cut made by a knife, 


"These ants, once they take hold, cannot let £0, because of the barb=like 
nature oftheir pincers, until they have cut clear through, If one tries to re- 
move them, they cannot release themselves; the head will be pulled from the body. 

"Just as we have taken hold of the task of winning Africa to Christ, so must 
we complete the job. 

AOR RK EK 


PROVERBS : 
Some Proverbs of the African 


"You are big in the mouth"--You boast, 

"The cow licks the one that licks her"=-Kindness brings its own reward, 

"The old corn is Sprouting again"-- said when a ruined man gets a fresh start, 
"A dog of the wind"--g person with no settled home. 

"You kindle a fire and leave it"--You are a talebearer, 


"The heads being cut off, let us leave the rest"--The main points being settled, 
let us proceed, 


s 10 < 
"One does not become great by claiming greatness." 
"No clever man ever licks his own back"=-Do not try impossibilities, 
"He is calf of the old cow"--a chip off the old block. 
"A thief catches himself"--murder will out. 
"Anger is a warmth which lights itself," 
"The lent knife never returns alone." 
Haste breaks the gun's hammer, 
The sky is not far, but it is difficult to climb. 
A person cannot have his hut in two towns. 
A persm does not peek into a leopard's den. 
Much calling does not get you across the river, 
One does not point the finger at an elephmt. 
The parrot screeches; it forgets its brain, 
The dwarf who never killed any gane rejoiced when he bagged a mouse, 


Talking a palaver without proverbs is like going on a journey without a squash- 
seed pudding in your bag, 
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LIST OF OUR AFRICA MISSIONARIES: 
sane Btation foar of First Siting 
Bittinger, Desmond Garkida 1930 . 
Bittinger, Irene Frantz Garkida 1930 
Bosler; Dr. Howard Garkida 1931 
Bosler, Edith Gump Garkida 1931 
Engel, Alice Garkida 1937 
Heckman, Clarence Garkida 1924 
Heckman, Lucile Gibson Garkida 1924 
Moyer, Fayé Garkida 1931 
Studebaker, Dr. Lloyd Garkida 1934 
Studebéker, Modina Minnich Garkida 1934 
Helser, Albert ; Kano 1922 
Helser, Lola Bechtel, R. N. Kano 1923 
Burke, Dr. Homer Lassa 1923 
Burke, Marguerite Schrock Lassa 1923 
Horn, Evelyn, R. N, Lassa 1930 
Kulp, H. Stover Lassa and Chibuk 1932 
Kulp, Christina Masterton Lassa and Chibuk 1927 
Royer, Harold Lassa 1930 
Royer, Gladys Hawbaker Lassa 1930 
Beahm, William Marama 1924 
Beahm, Esther Eisenbise Marama ~ 1924 
Harper, Clara Marama 1926 
Utz, Ruth, R. N. Marama 1930 


ae & Ge 
List of Children of Africa Missionaries: 


Harriett Beahn Born: Sept.°7, 1930 


Stanley Bittinger ne duly 3, 1928 
Patricia Louise Bittinger Dec, 25, 1930 
Gene Bosler May 7, 1927 
Royce Burke Sept. 8, ° 1928 
Lynn Burke April 21, 1934 
Esther Mae Helser Feb. 7, 1925 
David Helser i Jan, 5, 1932 
Philip Kulp Oct. 29; 1929 
Naomi Kulp Oct. 14, 1932 
Ralph Royer July 26, 1932 
Nora Ann Royer Dec. 14, 1934 
Melvin Studebaker May 1, 1930 
Marylyn Studebaker Feb. 6, 1936 


SOME NEGRO PEOPLE WHOM YOU SHOULD KNOW 


The Slave Poet------------~--~--~----.~~--~--.------------ Phyllis Wheatley 
~POOt Sry BL aC ass Senate ne wee ee ee een ees Wm, Duberry D, D,. 
World Renowned Artist---------~..--~----------....----- Henry Ossawa Tanner 
Most Famous Negro Sculptor-----«---~-----~----.----.... Meta Warrick Fuller 
Famed Lawyer-----------------------~-------- ee Matthew W. Bullock 

|. Drternationnl ly Known’ Baitorassasesencsuncnopeeeceeo ieee W. E. B. Dubois 
Elevator Boy-poet-------e--02-- nnn ne eee eee enn ee Paul Lawrence Dunbar 
Great Negro Barytone-----<- seen eed nnn ene ewewewcecne Harry T. Burleigh 
Well Known Dramatist---------~--- 2-2. Alexander Dumas 
Great Civil Enginedr--<24-20.-200< clone mene wcecne Archie Alphonzo Alexander 
Outstanding Business Man----~-----2222 cen ence none e Charles Clinton Spaulding 
Famous English Negro Composer------------------.------- Samuel Coleridge Taylor 
Great Inventor--------------------~-----2 ++ Elijah McCoy (grease cups 

and 66 other patents) 

Noted Surgeon-------------.-------------- 24k Daniel Hale Williams 


(performed first success- 
ful heart operation) 


James Weldon Johnson was born in Jacksonville, Florida. He is one of the 
most highly educated negroes of the time, He has many degrees and one honorary 
degree, 


Other Poets are: Ann Spencer, Claude McKay, Langston Hughes, Countee Cullen 
Georgia Douglas Johnson and others, 
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